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saw the spiritual exaltation that, without the least
trace of the devote, dominated in her and made her,
before all other women of whom I know anything,
the poetess of the divine life. The faith in the
divine flamed out in her with a mild radiance which
had in it no earthly warmth. She attracted me very
strongly, but I should as soon have thought of fall-
ing in love with the Madonna del Gran Duca as
with her. Being myself in the regions of dogmatic
faith, I was in a position to judge sympathetically
her religion, and, though we differed in tenets as far
as two sincere believers in Christianity could, I found
in our discussions of the dogmas a broad and affec-
tionate charity in her towards all differences from
the ideal of credence she had formed for herself. I
do not remember ever meeting any one who held
such exalted and unquestioning faith in the true
spiritual life as was hers. From my mother, who
was in most respects the most purely spiritual woman
I have ever known, Christina differed by this serenity,
which in my mother was often disturbed by the
doubts that had their seeds in the old and super-
stitious Calvinism mingled with the ground of her
creed, and from which she never could liberate her-
self.

Christina believed in God, in heaven, in the
eternal life, with an unfaltering constancy and full-
ness^ which left no questionings except, it might be,
concerning her fulfillment of her religious obliga-
tions. And while I thought her belief in certain
dogmas, such as transubstantiation, and in the fast-/' and in which oner extravagant in thrift-ction. by my artistic friends and promising support-
